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weight of it myself. And I, in the meanwhile, grew
gradually up to manhood, and in course of time
I learned from others the story of my parents' crime.
For then- death had made it a byword and a wonder
in the world. And the meeting with the old mendicant
remained fixed like an indelible picture stamped upon
my mind, hanging before my eyes constantly like
a curtain, concealing what I burned to know, until
I found it out. And I became myself an object of
extreme curiosity to all, and the people looked upon
me with anxiety, mixed with admiration, knowing my
story, and wondering what would happen next. For
I was the very image of my father, who was the hand-
somest man in all Ms dominions ; and yet the Creator,
when he reproduced in my instance my father's
body, had placed within it my mother's soul. For
I was haunted by strange desires, and tenanted, as it
were, by the demon of a burning thirst for something
I knew not what; and I resembled an incarnation of
excessive longing, passionately striving and straining
in the darkness towards an object that it cannot see.
And never being able to attain to my desire, or even
comprehend it and discover what it was that I de-
sired, I became the prey of melancholy, and I shrank
from the society of men, nursing and feeding my
blind appetite in secret, and above all fearful, lest any
other person should discover what I did not even
know myself. And I loved to wander, utterly alone, in